mene 





FIGARO IN LONDON. 


| WHIGS | 
' 





ORESSED |} 










Ta a 
AA iy 


Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—LADY MONTAGUE. 


‘* Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. They supply information as tothe person and habits, 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”"—-CROKER’S NEw WHIG GUIDE. 
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AFTER AN ELSBCTION! 


BEFORE AN ZLECTION:! 





We are about to read our readers a great moral iesson. The Elections have now passed and gone ; like Hamlet, then, we call upo» 
our fellow countrymen to look on ‘ that picture, and on this!’ Before Election, the generous candidate o’erflowing with love of country, 
exuberant in his admiration of freedom, anxious to reduce the corn tax, leather tax, soap tax, window tax, or any other tax that will 
get your vote; bows and scrapes to the honest voter, gets himself shaved by the village barber, has his breeches mended by the tailor, 
bursts his Hoby to oblige the cobler, and has his horse or even himself shod by the blacksmith. ‘ Vote for Mr. Fudge! every body 
votes for Mr. Fudge! Measures not Men! Old English Gentlemen! Ale and Toast! The Plough andthe Ploughshare ! Speed the 
Plough! Every body votes for Mr Fudge.’ Behold him /4fter. ‘ Petitions to present,’ he hasn’t time—must dine with his Majesty— 
important business-——attendance on committee—must think of the whole united country, not of the mere interests of Shuffledown. 
fudge has a soul above buttons—Fudge must be aminister and forget his low acquaintance—Once in seven years is quite enough to 
be civil—let them vote once and petition six times. 

Vou. IV. G. Cows, Printer, 13, Newcastle Street, Strand 
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The quiet humour of the artist has given an air of rich repose to Wellington's face, the great Statesman, who is now in. 
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His nose 


is not brought out, as it would have been, by an inferior artist, but the whole angularity of the face is subdued into a calm contour of 


quiet contentness—Wellington is in. 


But alas! how different the unhappy wight, of no less celebrated nose, who is ovr, and truly our. 


Fallen, like Satan, never to 


riseagain, The kingly home itself flashed upon his sight.—He, the representative of knowledge—the rising sun of education—the 


day-star of free-thought to his country, might have looked (in the hour of events) for its highest honours. 


He stooped to intrigue, te 


flatter, to bandy words, to insinuate scandal, to act meannesses, and he fell—fell for ever. 





ROMANCES OF REAL LIFE. 


Under this head, it is our intention, from time to time, to en- 
liven our readers with a little of that delicious scandal which 
sweetens the coteries of Almack’s, and which the footmen and 
ladies maids, who write fashionable novels, would give their ears 
and shoulder-knots to get at. 


No. 1.—The Handsome Upholsterer. 


Lady Caroline ; but no, we will not mention names. Lady 
Caroline B————, the recherche, the elegant Caroline, sick of 
foplings, and satiated with luxuries, reclined listlessly on her fau- 
teuil, and sighed and blushed, and sighed—she knew not why. 

Sir Henry Halford had attended her in vain. Sir Henrv had 
smirked his best compliments, and insinuated his best scandal in 
vain. He saw her Ladyship was out of spirits, and sent a large 
phial of his best Madeira, labelled, ‘ Two table spoonfuls to be 
taken when languid'—Sir Harry’s favourite dose for the ladies—and 
Sir Harry is the ladies’ favourite physician. 

In vain—this but added fuel to fire. Bulwer’s ‘ Last Days of Pom- 
peii’ were perused, but failed to lull her Ladyship to sleep. 
Ninetta, her femme de chambre, read Lord Flourish’s last elec- 
tion speech, but that availed not, and her Ladyship still sighed, 
nor knew she what she wanted. 

There came at the door one single, modest, unobtrusive knock, 
not such as rouses the opening eyelids of poet or young barrister, 
not the solemn, sonorous, solitary summons of an independent 
dun, but such a love-tap as Adonis would inflict on the shoulder 
of Venus, in their hours of dalliance, the gentle summons to smiles 


and bliss ! 
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It was, in fact, to say no more, a single knock, and the Groom 
of the Chambers, (for ladies, like horses, have their grooms,) and 
nounced ‘ The young mau from France and Banting’s.’ 

He came, he saw, he conquered—the easy chair he brought 
might bring ease to her Ladyship’s back-bone—but oh, the easy 
manner in which he brought it, stole away all ease from her Lady- 
ship's heart ! 

No more. The next glorious sun that shone upon Pall- 
Mall, glittered on the silver-mounted harness of her Ladyship’s 
ponies as they waited for her at the door of Messrs. France and 
Banting. 

‘Take that house in Belgrave-square, let it be furnished gorge- 
ously—TI leave the choice of furniture and its fashion entirely to 
the taste of Mr. r 

The house in Belgrave-square was taken and furnished, and now 
behold Mr, , with diffident air, conducting Lady Caroline 
through the rooms. Crimson draperies, rose-coloured hangings— 
all that wealth and luxury could furnish were there. They 
reached the sleeping apartments—* My Lady,’ said Mr. ——, in 
the conscious pride of a great artist, ‘in this bed—your Ladyship’s 
couch, and its hangings, I have exhausted my whole art!" 

Her Ladyship blushed, 

‘Is there any addition your Ladyship could suggest; does your 
Ladyship see any thing wanting in the bed-furniture 2’ 

‘But one thing only is wanted to complete the bed-furniture.’ 

‘May I ask what that is, your Ladyship ? 

‘A husband,’ sighed her Ladyship, and burst into tears. 

Need we say more—They were married by special licence at St. 
George's, Hanover-square, in a few days, and the handsome up- 
holsterer is now figuring in fashionable circles as — 
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A DOWNING STREET BCLOGUE 


Mackworth Praed. 


Now the keen contest of Elections o’er, 

Now voters rest, and mobs can pelt no more, 

Whilst other Tories taste of place the joys, 

And Peel with Stanley and with Richmond toys. 
Why sits my Dawson discontented here ? 

Nor hopes the large supply, the frequent cheer, 
The ‘shouts of laughter,’ and the hear! hear! hear! 
Why on that brow dwell sorrow and dismay, 

Where pride was wont to frown and smiles to play ‘ 


Dawson, 


Alas, my Praed, I do not share thy glory, 

But lost between the stools of Whigand Tory 
I've grasped the shadow, and I’ve lost the meat, 
I've got a place—but ah! I’ve lost my seat. 

Let bluff Sir Edward about farmers prose, 

Let Charley Wynne whine through his speaking nose, 
Let Ellenborough shake his flowing hair, 

And Londonderry make the Chancellor stare ; 

Let brother Bobby with a gracious sneer, 

Confess his fault is being foo sincere; 

Hint that to save the king and please the nation, 
Has been his utmost wish in every station; 

Swear that he had not learned to turn his coat, 
Or fora factious party give his vote! 

In vain to me will Neddy Knatchbull prose, 

In vain to me is Wvynne’s melodious nose ; 

Great Ellenborough’s hair hasno avail, 

And even Peel’s persuasive voice must fail. 

I've lost my seat—Go, search the boroughs round, 
No seat for Derry Dawson can be found! 

When loud at royal bastards Wakley rails, 
When Hume and Harvey tell their piteous tales, 
When sinecures and pension lists are read, 

And Goulburn rises with his speech of lead, 
When budget-hating Parnell questions loud 
And estimates and explanations crowd— 

When Poulett Thompson prattles on Free Trade, 
And Buckingham his Temperance speech has made, 
When Burdett, Hobhouse, Evans, and that crew 
And gape-creating Grote and Duncombe too, 
Join fierce O'Connell, raging with his dozens 

Of sons, and sons-in-law, and Irish cousins. 

On that dread day, when you on Dawson call, 
You'll find no Dawson in St. Stephen’s Hall. 
And ’een forgotten by the thing he made 

Great Derry Dawson will be rumped by Praed! 


Praed. 


When I forget the favours you have done, 
May 1 forget—all that I call my own; 
May I forget my tailor not to pay, 

And oh, may I forget—e’en quarter day ! 

While suavid Sutton holds the Speaker’s chair-— 
While there’s an Ass that can be made a Mayor— 
While roval Adelaide does William scold— 

While Jersey does not think she’s getting old— 
And oh, until we've paid the National Debt, 
My Derry Dawson I will ne’er forget. 


Dawson. 
Then take Zhe Times, and carefully peruse 
That sage memorial of diurnal news, 
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Note all its quips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 
Mark how the old Whig members it beguiles, 

And learn, my Praed, from this, ’tis always best, 
Whatever may come, mind your own interest— 

To blunder and keep out, are statesmen’s crimes, 
Ever, my Praed, like Peel,—change with 7'he Times ! 
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BREVITIES. 


Rejected Addresses 
The Electors of Middlesex and Berkshire have refused to make 
themselves ‘ Hewers of Wood, and drawers of Waters’, for a Torv 
Administration. : 
Somewhat Precocious, 
Captain Wood, in consequence of his minority in Middlesex, is 
to be promoted to a Majority in the Guards. 


A Query answered, 
is this Wood? What sort of Wood is he, enquired an 
elec‘or—oh, returned the Scotch canvasser—he is a son of a 


Beech. 


Who 


THEATRICALS. 





The laudable ambition of James Wallack has induced him to go 
through the part of Brutus, in Julius Cesar. We thought the ex- 
clamations and orations of Antony quite thrown away.  Julins 
was avenged, for if Brutus murdered Cesar, Wallack certainly 
murdered Brutus. Coulon might just as well have plaved the part, 
his draperies would have been as well arranged, his attitudes would 
have been as picturesque, there would have been as much sentimen 
at least in bis dancing, as in Wallack’s acting. 

Surely at the moment when Brutus bestrides the corpse of the 
fallen tvrant; of the friend he loved, but whom he slew to save his 
country—surely atthat moment Wallack must have felt his incapa- 
city to represent that great and glorious character. How could he. 
a mere attitude-monger, depict that scene which the poet des- 
cribesa:— 

When Brutus rose 
Refulgent from the stroke of Cwsar’s fate 
Amid the crowd of patriots ; and his arm 
On high extending like eternal Jove 
When guilt brings down the thunder, call’d aloud 
On Tully's name, and shook the crimson sword 
Of justice on his rapt astonished eye, 
And bad the father of his country hail, 
For Jo! the tyrant prostrate in the dust, 
And Rome again is free! 
Wallack stabbed Cesar like Selby, or any other Cobourg actor, 


| who does the wholessle butchering work, in Fitzball’s tragic Melo- 


dramas, would slaughter some inoffensive brigand-chief, or harmless 
big-whiskered assassin, There was a want of dignity, of decency, 
(in the Roman sense we mean) of philosophy, of association—but 
why should we run through the catalogue of deficiencies? Mr. 
Wallack will answer all with hislaudable ambition! He acts with- 
out imagination, genius, or refinement, and presumes to quarrel with 


| those who comment upon him. 


Because Mr Kean was presented with a silver vase by his fellow- 


‘actors for his tremendously magnificent personation of Sir Giles 


Overreach, Mr. Bunn has presented Mr. Ducrow with a silver 
vase, as a testimony of his admiration for the ‘ taste and imagina- 
tion with which he got up King Arthur.’ This, then, is the se- 
cret of the reported squabble between Bunn and Stanfield, whom 


‘the Lessee seems to look upon as merely a thing of paint and 





AY 


brushes, A shrewd hint has been given to us of Mr. Alfred Bunn’s | 
interference in Westminster election matters, (for Bunn, like all | 
lick-spittle blackguards, is a Tory.) We have heard of his imitat- | 
ing the Duke of Worthumberl ind in sen ling letters round to 4 
tradesmen, advising them to vote for Sir Thomas Cochrane, and | 
threatening them with the loss of his custom on their refusal. We 
shall inquire more fully into the subject, and keep a rod in pickle 
Alfred. 

A new Interlude, 
was evidently good for nothing, 


for 
‘The King’s Word, 


Lane 


which from its very title, 


was produced at Drury on | 


Tuesday. It refers to a passage in the life of that monarch whose 
vice and treason have escaped a people's hatred in their foolish | 
admiration of his wit and good-humour. The merry monarch | 


which | 
was | 


melancholy with 
acting 


is the hero—but the 
was terrific—His 
on all fun and frolic; a 


Charles the Second, 
Mr. Warde played this character 
mirth in mourning, a perfect wet blanket 
wedding couple in a mourning coach, an honest man as a Prime 
Minister, a sensible man asa Lord Mayor,a dinner party in 

1arnel house, ora supper on oysters and soda water in a frosty 
could not be more incongruous than Warde as Charles the 
the croaking Cooper, was his aider and 
: The dialogue of 


a | 


| 
| 
| 


night, 
Second. Cooper, 
abettorin carrving on the joke of this interlude. 


too, 


two mutes, would alone parallel their joint acting. There was a) 
gravity in every sentence, a palpable ponderosity in every | 


joke which pi issed between them, which sensibly affected the risible 
muscles of the audience. For ourselves we thought we had tumb- 
led into a tragedy, and hoped to see one or other of them cut his 
The king how- 
is tried 


companion’s throat—but were unhappily deceived. 
ever ts very itly shot. Cooper as he richly deserved, 
convicted, and then brought upon the stage to be executed—when 
hey presto ! his solemn Majesty in mirthful gravity, waves his hand, 
ind Cooper is made a Duke. Ellen Tree acted charmingly, and | 
scolded in a graceful and enviable manner. Harley, who always 
has a hungry part, (we suppose his salary is never paid here,) 
acted a hungry Sheriff most feelingly ; and we are unable to decide 
whether the author in writing this part, or Harleyin acting it, made 
the greater fool of himself. It is a dull affair, and will soon drag 
its slow length off the stage. 

The Constant Couple of Farquhar emasculated, has been brought 
yut as a semi-demi kind of opera at Covent Garden. Bunn the 
barbarian, has made a eunuch of George Farquhar, by depriving him | 
of his strength to give him the power of song; but how Miss Betts 
shrill strains and inharmonious quaverings can compensate for 
Farquhar's wit we cannot calculate. Of this comedy we will write 
next week, and give our theatrical friends a slight taste of the true 
cause of such comedies not being now relished on the stage, by 
shewing them the original cast. Suffice it for the present, to say 
that Mr. Wallack plaved Sir H. Wildair, likea dashing jew-bail—that 
Mrs. Faucit’s Lady Lurewell was like Mrs. Millwood—that Bart- 
ley's Beau Clincher was vulgar, and offensive—that Webster’s 
Young Clincher was a study for good acting, and wanted only 
warmth to make it excellent—aud that Blanchard’s Alderman 
Smuggler, had it been rather more mellow, and less fidgetty, was 
the only true piece of acting (except Webster’s) which reminded us | 


nei ? 


of the glorious days gone by. Meadows is, we suppose, a natural | 
consummate fool, for he makes all his characters foolish alike. | 
{ 

| 


Vining, who had to perform the part of Colonel Standard, looked | 
as if he got his clothes from Monmouth Street, and his manners 
from Drury Lane. 

The Michegan Chief having lost his lady, the Strand Theatre 


was closed on Wednesday. We consider this to be first rate hum- 


. Cowie, Printe: 


| grimace. 
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bug. If Mrs. Waylett chooses to take a holid: iv because another 
squaw dies, she should not deprive the public of the pleasure of 
seeing Mite hell’ s Man Fred, that model of burlesque acting; 
know not which most to admire—the quiet humour of the actor, o 
the chastity of his acting. Mitchell, indeed, has not, like W Sie, 
with “ laudable ambition” 


we 


Aimed step by step the tragic height to climb, 
But reached at one great leap the /ow sublime. 


Mrs. Nesbitt’s theatre, the Queen’s, we reached after a long pil- 
She has furbished up the Fitzroy famously—it looks 
gay and tasty as a lady’s boudoir. Light, pleasant pieces, some 
rather pretty music, which Tom Cooke has hashed up for her, and 


her own good acting have filled her house every evening. 
We visited the Victoria last week, and got in just as Selby 


was murdering a brother actor, which he seemed to do with 
great relish. Mr. Bulwer should bring an action against Mr. 
Glossop for defamation. We long to see axrnounced the last 
nights of the ‘ Last Days of Pompeii.’ 

The new Lessee of the Clarence Theatre, situate, we believe, 


either at Islington or Highgate, has adopted a famous plan of fill- 
ing his house. Every family in the neighbourhood receives ¢ three 
orders for the boxes,’ with the comfortable addition, that two of 
these orders will be admitted gratis on the third’s paying one shil- 
ling. This was too inviting—so we sent in two chimneysweeps with 
an order, and told them to say, that the third gentleman would 


come in in half-an-hour, 


a E FINEST BEAVER HATS, 21s 
BEST BEAVER HATS, 17s. 64d. 
SUPERB GOSSAMER HATS, 12s. 


The above are manufactured of the most choice ma- 
terials, and finished in the highest style of fashion—they 
never spot with rain nor lose their shape. 


FRANKS AND CO., 





Sole Patentees and Manufacturers. 
140, Regent Street, West. 
62, Redcross Street, City 
Paris , Rue Richelieu. 
Edinburch, 6, St. Andrew Street. 
Dublin... 3, Sackville Street. 


London 


» OF 


N.B.—Franks and Co. are the only Manufacturers who really snpply the Public at th 


Wholesale Price 
NOW READY, 

WHIGGERIES AND WAGGERIES, 
BEING FIGARO’S CARICATURE GALLERY FOR 1835, 
On a Large Sheet of Double Crown, about the size of the Times 
vith Illustrative Letter-Press, and 
40 CARICATURES 
by the illustrious Seymour, the redoubtable Cruikshank s and the no less 


celebrated Hornegold. 
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